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air my feelings and to conceal my emotions. Josh is the opposite. He
has no self-control whatever. When Lillian was born, he carried on
at the hospital as though he were the mother. At the same time he
plainly showed his disappointment that the baby wasn't a boy,
something I will never forget. When the baby and I came home and
I stayed in bed and let him prepare his own breakfast, he was out-
raged and yelled so furiously all the neighbors heard him. He never
has been fair to our girls.
The other morning Jane meddled in the tooth paste, and he ex-
ploded and threw the child into such a nervous state she couldn't
go to school. When Kenneth misbehaves, Josh thinks it is cute. His
partiality to our son is hard on all three youngsters.
At best Josh has a hair-trigger temper. One evening last month he
came home very late—I'd already dished up supper—and I didn't
offer a word of comment on his tardiness. Not one word. I did ask
him to carry out the trash; merely that, nothing more. His response
was to aim a blow at me. I jumped aside, and Lillian burst into
tears. Jane rushed at her father and started beating at him with her
little fists. Josh spanked and put both girls to bed without their sup-
per.
That night I cried for hours. Josh and I don't seem to be capable
of achieving companionship, tenderness, harmony. Living with
is killing my self-respect
Josh Gifford was a tall, handsome man* In his conservative, pin-
striped suit, he looked every inch the rising young executive as he
recounted to us his troubles at home and at the bank:
All day long I work under tension trying to get an honest day's
•work out of a bunch of stupid, inefficient kids who couldn't care less
about their jobs. Our bank doesn't seem to attract conscientious, effi-
cient girls. We get the drifters and the doefc-watehers, I bawl them
out constantly, but it does no good They mock and laugh at me

